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a dreary sameness in them, and one can take an
hour here and an hour there, as it pleases him,
just as sure of finding the same pattern as he
would be in the first or last yard of a roll of
printed cotton. For myself, I do not like to go
and look with mere curiosity at what is sacred
and solemn to others. To how many these Ro-
man shows are sacred, I cannot guess; but cer-
tainly the Romans do not value them much. I
walked out to the grotto of Egeria on Easter
Sunday, that I might not be tempted down to
St. Peter's to see the mockery of Pio Nono's
benediction. It is certainly Christian, for he
blesses them that curse him, and does all the
good which the waving of his fingers can do to
people who would use him despitefully if they had
the chance. I told an Italian servant she might
have the day; but she said she did not care for it.

"But," urged I, "will you not go to receive
the blessing of the Holy Father ?"

"No, sir."

"Do you not wish it?"

"Not in the least; his blessing would do me
no good. If I get the blessing of Heaven it will
serve my turn."

There were three families of foreigners in our
house, and I believe none of the Italian serv-
ants went to St. Peter's that day. Yet they com-
monly speak kindly of Pius. I have heard the
same phrase from several Italians of the working-